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YE WINDS. 
—s08— 
BY TP. B, WEST, 
Mysterious the wind, of form 
Devoid, we feel its strength and power 
‘And untold might, each passing hour 
{ts presence brings, the gath’ring storm 
Rises enraged from wild unrest 
‘Of winds that sweep the high waves crest, 
‘Anid rift the vapors that thro’ ether roam, 
“when lightnings flash, and thunders shake 
‘* ebyth’s dome. 3 


‘The summer winds that waft perfumes 

© Of piag'and bloom s, where beauty glows, 

wheid flower cups soft tints disclose 

* et meadows green, thick set with glumes, 

Woo, lovingly the blushing rose ee: 

” Knd lily, startled from repose 

Of absent day, upturving g2mé to light— 
Dewdrops, balf hidden in éorolla bright. 


Grateful the summer wind, that makes 
Diurnal visits Welcome guést, * 
Glide gently théu—like spirit blest, 
‘That cools the fever’d brow j'dnd Wakes 
‘The languishing, and on thy way : 
Loiter, where children are.at play, 
Tiieir ringlets tos’ and’set the face aglow, 
' Bland summer winds fhat mutmer soft and low. 
Ye winjtry w t % 
Now sighing thro? the lenfles 
Your couriers ber on etry breeze’ 
* Some Witge like wail—as from the 8 
Of burie#'autuinn,or of years" 
Long gone, or strangled hopes gnd fears, 
Press onward, soon the airs of youthful spring. 

















From orange groves néw ihelodies will bring. 
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